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OX0 Cubes are a
wonderful invention
they contain just .
those elements
which nature needs
to make good the
wear and tearofdaily
life. A cupof OXO,
with & biscuitortwo,

THE
Phantom Lover.

(iy the Author of “A Bachelor Hus-
> band.”)

% CHAPTER XIV.

He had never once really thought
‘that she looked happy—she had never

. quite lost the shadow in her eyes or
the droop to her lips which he had at
ﬁrSt noticed, and he wanted her to be
happy. He wanted her happiness far
more than he wanted his own.

He took the letter from his pocket
and looked at the address on the en-
velope. “Raymond Ashton, Esq. . . .”

He hated the sight of that name—
some day Esther wouid hate it too,
when she knew how he had deceived
her.

It was a great risk—but . . .

“T’ll chance it,” said Micky under
his breath, and drew out the letter
agdin.

“My Darling Boy,—You can never
know how glad and happy I was to get
your letter to-might and to know that
I ran really write to you at last. I
have been so miserable during these
weeks in spite of all your goodness—
and you have been good. It makes me
‘feql mean and ungrateful. now when
I remember how horrid I often was to
you before you went away. When you
‘come back I will make it all up to
you, and show you how nice I really
'can be, because I do love you—I have
never loved any one but you. Thank
wou 80 much for the money you have
segt me—I was very much down om
my- luck when it came. They haven't
a i’acancy for me just now at Eldred’s,
or.else they did not want me back,
and I am going to try and find an-
other berth. I am living in a new
boarding-house, as you will see; it’s
ever so much nicer than the Brixton
Rdad, and I shall be able to stay on
no§v you are so generously -sending
me money. I have made a nice friend
hefe, too, a girl named June Mason—
she-tells me that she knows.your mo-
ther, and you, too!—I did not let her
’know how well I knew you, dear, as
I timught perhaps you would rather I

said nothing about it. She has a mn.
friend who lomstﬁn- comes to see
her—a Mr. Mellowes—she thinks the | |

world of him, but I think he ll detest-~
able'. . .M

Micky caught his breath )urd. Atw'
a moment he went on reading:

“June tells me he is very rich, and
quite a ‘somebody,” but I cannot see
anything out of the ordinary about
him, and he isn't a bit good looking.
He knows you, too—but he does not
say much about you, Dearest, it seems

such a long time since I saw you—|

and 1 cannot help wondering if you
really miss me and want me as much
as I want you. . . . Sometimes I would
give just anything to lay my head on
your shoulder and say how miuch I
love you. I'm very Ilonely, really;
though June is go kind she isn’t any
one of my very jown, is she? And now
I wonder if you will be very angry
with me if I ask you something? I
don’t think I .should have dared to,
only your last letters  have begn so
dear and kind. Raymcnd, why can’t I
come out to you and be with you? We
could get married, and we should be
ever so happy even if we have to be
poor—at least,' I know I could, and
from your letters, somelrow I think
it sounds as if y6u, too, have realized
that there isn’t much happiness away
from me. I have had the offer of a

. ceeded to write a letter: It took him' a

good post—I‘won't tell you what it is,
as I want it to Be a surprise to you if
1 do take it. But if you would like mié
to come, I will just leave everything
and come to you. Couldn’t you send
me a wire when you get this letter? I
shall be longing and waiting to hear
from you. I am a little hit afraid in

my heart, really, now I have. written |,

this; but your last letter is lying be-
side me, and I keep peeping at it and
reading what you say there, and some-
how I feel -that it’s going to be all
right,—With all my love for ever and
ever, LALLIE.” ;

Micky sat there staring down at her
signature a long time after he had
reached the end.

Then he moved slowly as if it cost
him an effort. He was rather pale
now, and there was a hard line round
his mouth. So that was how she
thought of him! Somehow he had not
imagined how much it would hurt to
read the fond words and to know all
the time that they were written to an-
other man. And to a man so unworthy!
He thought of Ashton as ‘he had seen/
him three nights ago with Mrs. Clare;
of his callous questioning abgput Es-
ther; of.his almost' brutal remarks,
and it made his blood boil.

He could picture her as well—wait-
ing for a wire that would never come.

He hated Ashton at that moment. |
His brows almost met above his eyes '

in a scowl as he went up to the bureau
and asked for his bill. The smxling
French girl sobered a little meeting
his gaze; for once she did not dare to
smile or dimple; she gave him his
account silently.

“Ah, but they are funny, these Eng-
lish!” she told her father afterwards.
“To-day he had no smile, the tall mon-
sieur—not even one little smile!”

She 'watchgd Micky across .the
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lounge with interested eyes as he sat
down at one of the tables and pro-

long time, and twice she saw that he
tore up what he had written and flung
it into the waste-paper basket, but at
last he had finished, nnd getting up,
ltalkod away.

Celeste ventured oul then—ther‘#
was nobody abovt, and tiptoeing
acim the lwineo, ok the torn pa-
pers from 2« weper-basket. They
were toea s ™# “d across, but on
one or two »'. . =ie writing was visi-
siied them back with
her to the shelter of the bureau.

She spread them out on the desk
before her, carefully piecing them to-
gether. She knew English quite well,
and she soon made out one sentence:
st -
“It is not that I do not love you—I
have never loved you better than at
this moment—but . . .”

Celeste was sentimental. She gave-
a big sigh of sympathy for the big
Englishman. “No wonder he has no
smile!” she told herself. “C’est si
triste!”

CHAPTER XV.

It was raining and miserable when
Micky arrived in London. The roads
were wet and slippery, and every taxi
and omnibus splashed pedestrians
with mud.

Micky shivered as he stood waiting
while a porter lugged his traps down
from the rack. He had felt depressed

in Paris, but now London seemed a |

thousand times worse, The sight of
Divers waiting on the platform an-
noyed him. He answered the man’s
stolid greeting ‘snappishly. He had
wanted to come home, and yet now he
was here he wished himself a thou-
sand miles away. He leaned back in a
corner of the taxi and shut his eyes.

The last four ‘days had got on his
nerves; Esther's letter in his pocket
was like an eternal reproachf

Why had he come back at all? She
did not want him—nobody wanted him
in the whole forsaken world. The sil-
ence of his flat seemed a thing to be
dreaded in his present mood. Driver’s
inscrutable face would, he felt, drive
him. mad. With sudden impulse he
leaned forward and called to the
chauffeur, “Stop—I've changed my
mind—drive me back to the Savoy.

"

There would be life there, at any
rate—life and ‘people and musjc—
something to make a man forget the
depression that sat like a ton weight
on his shoulders.

He felt utterly at a loose end; he
stalked moodijly into the lounge. There
were many people there, girls in
pretty dinner frocks, with their ‘at-
tendant cavaliers.- Micky glanced at
none of them, till snadenly a girl who
had been sitting on a couch listening
rather listlessly to the conversation of
a youth beside her, rose to her feet
when she saw Micky, the hot colour
flying to her cheeks.

For a moment she hesitated, wait-
ing for him to look at her, to speak—
but Micky had stalked /by without

second she followed and touched his
arm. : ;

“Micky . . .” she said breathlessly,
and again “Micky,” with an odd little
catch in her voice.

Micky turned as if he had been shot,
then stopped dead, colouring up to the !
roots of his hair, for . the gu‘l was
Marie Deland.

She smiled tremulously, reading the
distress in his eyes.

“I thought I was never golng to see
you any more,” she said. She iried
hard to speak causually, but her voice.
quiveréd a little) “Where have you
been hiding all this time, Micky?”

Micky stammered out that he really
didn’t know—that he'd just come back
from Paris—that he -did- uu to -see
her one night, but that. they told him
shie wasn't in. ﬂho broke in thore im-
’otumuly— J

o) | know; . I'm 80 Qorry It wasn't

further. Mjcb could  well - jmagine
that it was by Mrs. Deland's brdors
ﬂlnt the butur had . said “Not at
N : ;

cn!lsivm

“What are you doing ‘herat he uka
odagaln “Who are you with?” . |

She told him that she was with her’

married. sister and some Jriends.
© “We'ne :oln: to* uve dinner l;ou,
she said. She was
Micky to dine with them, but was ob-
viously afraid ta do so.

After a moment— ‘.,

“I suppose I'ought to be going”

- said. “Violet will wonder where I uu, :

Micky." She loked up at him with.
abashed eyes. “I—I suppose—you

| wouldn't—will you come out to teaj

with me to-morrow?”

Micky’s face reflected the flush .in|

her own; he looked away in miser-

able embarrassment. He knew that she |
‘felt the same towards him as she had

done before that - memorable: New
Year's Eve, and he knew that what-
ever happened now he could never feel
the same to her any more.

He ansyered that he would be pleas-
ed, very pleased. Where ghould he
meet her—or should he call for her?

“I’ll meet you,” she said quickly.
“You know where we always used to
go—TI'11 be there at four, Mic

She put out her hand and Micky |

forced to take it; he felt how her

ngers shook in his, and he cursed

himself for a brute as he ‘turned
away and left her.

In a way he was glad they had met. |

Any other woman would have given
him the snubbing which he knew he
8o richly. deserved. Deep down in his
heart he wished that she had done so;
anything would have been easier to
meet than this trembling overture: of
friendship. He knew that the Ilittle
abashed expression in Marie's dark
eyes could only mean one thing, that
he had cut hes to the soul and that
she still cared for him.

He left the Savoy without having
any dinner; he went back to his
rooms, where the imperturbable Driv-
er ‘was brushing apd refolding his
master’s clothes. It had almost brok-
en Driver’s heart to seée the way in
which Micky Bad packed his things;
he raised eyes of wooden reproach as
Micky entered the room.

.There was a pile of letters on the
table. Micky flicked them through
carelessly; nothing of interest—a few
bills and a good many invitations; no=
thing from Esther—not even a note
from June.

He sat down by the fire and pro—‘

ceeded to cut the many envelopes op-
en. He kept thinking of Marie and
wondering if it would -be kinder not
to meet her to-morrow, after all; if

[ he could possibly write her a note that

would tactfully explain the situation.

He just glanced at each of the notes
as he opened them, and let them drop
to the carpet at -his feet. They could
be answered later; there was nothing
of importance, nothing he.. . . his
attention was arrested:—

“Dear Mr. Mellowes,—I wonder if
it will be asking too much of you to
come-round and see me ofie afternoon
for half an - hour?—Yours sincerely,
Laura. Ashton.”

Micky glanced quickly at the ad-
dress at the top of the paper—it was
from Raymond’s mother.

‘What in the werld could she want
with ‘him, he wondered blankly. He
looked across at Driver.

“*his note—the one that came by
‘hand—when did it come?” he agked.

Driver replied that it had been there
for two days. He waited a moment,
then.went on brushing. Micky’s coat.:

Micky felt rather disturbed.

Raymond’s mother! What in the
wide world could she want with him?
Supposmg it were anything to do with
Esther . . .

(To be continued.) .

Attains Its Majority.

With the present issue, says the
Western. Star of March 30, this paper
completes its 21 years of publication.
It was on the 4th April, 1900, that the
Western Star shed its first beams of
light, and placed. Western Newfounds

land on the journalistic map. At that.

time this part of the country, its na-
tural resources, beauties of landscape,
and industrial opportunities  were
little known to the outsider. Since
then its population has about doubled,
new industries have sprung up, mer-
cantile. business = have. greatly ‘mul-
tiplied and expanded; and where then
we had not one bank, to-day we have
five. About the only institution that
has not advanced with the progress
and importance of the West Coast is
that of the Publie Service. Our hoary
Headed journals .of the East no doubt

look upon us as a strippling, but our N

work has been of &  pioneer mature

and many there were twenty-one]|

years ago who doubted the possibili-
ties of success of a newspaper in this
fleld and, only by the co-opmt!on of
the public has such heen accomplish-

ed. It has been ourlntontlontolme B
a-special ﬂhmtu&d souvenir number |.

on this occasion, but have had to post-
pone the project mu lope tntu_'g

longing to ukj 1
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If a Testator .

although seeing the benefits to be derived from a Trust
Company’s administration, hesitates abeut cancelling

\ llly

I-}xecntor or Executors already appointed.
the Trust Company co-operates with the Testator's ap-

appointment he may have already made, the Mon-
st Company can be named to . aet with the .
Jn this way

7

pointees in the administration of the Estate.
This plan is very acceptable when the Testator’s wife

is named as Executor.

ew women have the nécessary

business training to enable them to carry on the admin-
istration of an Estate, but with the co-operation of the
lontreo[ Trust Company the Tesfator’s wife can be

WO

inted with full l\ssnrance tlut the Bshte vill
looked after.

Montreal Trust COmpany

sn- l!erbcrt 8. Holt, President.
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THE.-RESIDENTS‘
< and v1c1n1ty are cordxa]ly mwted
- to be present at

THE TEMPERANCE HALL

between 8 and 10 p.m. on

THURSDAY, April Tth,
- tb witness the judging by
Miss Alice E. Furneaux, D.S.T.,
of ‘the .

“Windsor Patent”
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A Suit or Overcoat at
" 'Maunder’s, selected from
a_ splendid variety of

Bnhsll Woollens, cut by

an up-to-date system
from the latest fashions,
’moulded and made to

vour shape by expert.

workers,. costs you no
more than the ordinary
hand-me-down. We al-
1 . _

ways keep our stocks

~omplete and you are
~ssured a good selection.

Samples and style sheets

sent to any address.

John Mar

Tallor and Clothier, 281-283 Duckworth Streel

Cardmal’ Last
| Message to the Pope.

Baltimore, Md., March 25.—The
body of Cardinal Gibbons, dressed in

. the robes of his office, lay to-night in

the upper room of the archiepiscopal
Tesidence on North Charles Street,
which had been occupied by him for
. 80 many years.

| .. Christian Brothers relieved mem-
| bers of the Cardinal’s household
! early this miorning as watchers by
' the bedside, and only high dignitaries
{of the church and the Cardinal’s
! grand-niece and grand-nephew were
: allowed in the death chamber.

Those two relatives are children of
Patrick Burke, of New Orleans.

All others of the  multitude who
Ilcalled at the residence were permit-
j ted to leave their cards, but were
told that the Cardinal's body could

‘i not be viewed until it was placed in

the funeral,

"B the- Cardinal's duth and the requests
{ for prayers M tho repose of his soul,

| day were’

" the w Sunday night or early’
: Monday morning. It was planned to-
have the guard of homor begin - its
first watch -at eight o’clock. Monday-
morning and coatinue until nine

o'clock Thursday morning, the ‘day of

Except for - the lnnmmcement of
the services lpv l.ll the churches to-

géd. No masses were
mdhmo\ureh. But at all the

| masies to-momv’ and until further
' 2 ~ pmm, ‘the !

nali” (for
by the

mgnor John Benzano, Apostolic dele-
gate to the United States:

“Please give the Pope my message
of allegiance.. Tell him I am glad
that it is not he who is going instead
of me. He is needed by his church.”

This message was sent to the Pope
at the same time that news. of the
Cardinal’s sudden turn for the worse
was sent to the Vatican.

Wretched Poverty

The Relieving Officer,. Mr. John
White, visited Moreton’s Hr. in con-

. nection with the unfortunate woman

Watkins, who was brought from Sum-
merland by her late husband’s son
and deposited on her bed in the pub-
-lic road at Moreton’s Hr. in front of
her brother’s, Mr. Horwood, home.
There she remained for some time
until discovered by a passer-by, when
she was got into the Horwood home
and stripped of her rags and squalor.

The husband of t unfortunate
woman died by her side in bed  at
Summerford recently.

He was an elderly man of about 80,
and it seems that the woman was half
imbecile.

The state in which they lived beg-
gars descnptlon, and was worse than
poverty. -

In ‘justice to Mr. Horwqod, about
whom some hard things have been
said, it should be remembered that
‘both his wife -and daughter are in-
valids, and the task of attending  to
the wretched woman was almost be-
yond the girl's atrenxtm

“Mr. White will go, to  Summerford

{ shortly to investigate, the whole- cir-

2 emtncu nurmnndinz the affair.—
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